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cicatrix 
by mangofresca 
Summary 
cic-a-trix 
noun 


noun: cicatrix; noun: cicatrice; plural noun: cicatrices 


the scar of a healed wound. 
a scar on the bark of a tree. 


Deidara would give up his body one hundred times over if it 
means Sasori will methodically, brutally stitch him back together 
again, piece by broken piece. 


Part 1 of mithridatism, Sasodei. 
Notes 


If you're someone who doesn't normally read the tags, please do 
so for this. It's all porn and none of it is healthy. Abandon all 
hope ye who enter here. 


And also enjoy :D 


See the end of the work for more notes 


It burns. 


It’s the worst pain Deidara has ever experienced, an overwhelming 
sear dripping its way across his skin, molten lava trickling down his 
shaking arms, his heaving chest. His skin is on fire, hot and sharp, a 
scorching heat so powerful, so all-consuming, that he wonders for a 
moment if he’s going to die like this, sweating and delirious and lost 
in the wretched, grotesque poison falling down his body. 


His arms are bound above his head, wrapped in a coil he knows he 
can’t escape if he tried, fettered together and doused in poison that 
sets his skin ablaze, causes his muscles to contract and seize in sharp 
spasms. His eyes are blindfolded, covered with his forehead protector 
and tied so tightly he knows his face will be red, the back of his head 
bruised and tender. He can’t see, can barely even hear above the 
blood pounding through his head, echoing in his ears, and the loss of 
his visions amplifies the blaze on his skin. He feels like he’s sitting in a 
pool of flames, the scalding heat whipping across his skin, harsh, 
mean, merciless. 


It’s the most powerless he’s ever been, and to Deidara it may as well 
be heaven, the closest he can ever get to his ultimate art without 
actually setting the bomb in his chest off, and it’s miraculous and 
freeing and it burns. 


If he was a smarter man, had more self-preservation, he would 
recognize the danger he’s in, would hear the loud, deafening sirens in 
his ears telling him to get out, to clean himself of the toxin dripping 
down his limbs and fight, to flee while he can. The muscles of his 
thighs ache with how long he’s been on his knees, and he recognizes 
that it’s only a matter of time before the poison drips its way down his 
legs, swallowing him whole with its fire, and the thought gives him a 
sick thrill. 


Instead, he lets his mind fall into the pain, keeps his eyes shut behind 
their covering and actively forces himself to focus on that burn, to 
track the slow descent of the chilling poison on his skin, to feel how 
cold the liquid is before it sets his skin aflame. 


Deidara doesn’t do vulnerability, ego too large and too full to submit 
to any man. He takes orders but only just, does solely what is required 
to ensure his job is done and that’s all. His passion lies with his art, 
and he will do whatever he has to to continue making it, scarring and 
scorching the earth in displays so bright and vibrant and malicious in 


their intensity, in their disregard for humanity. Throughout the course 
of his life, he’s gotten on his knees for no one, fought and clawed and 
snarled his way past ownership, rebelled on every level against the 
claim his village staked on him, his body, his power, and he had 
remained free until his forced induction into an organization he only 
barely pledges his loyalty to, would defect from at the first 
opportunity. 


Even still, despite all of it, he’s kept an ironclad grip on his resilience, 
bowed to no man or God or force of nature besides that of his art—but 
now. 


But now. 


He feels soft, featherlight fingers dance their way across his ribs, feels 
the burning aftereffect and knows they’re dripping, covered in poison 
like the cable holding his wrists together, like his arms and shoulders. 
His breath catches in his throat and his muscles tense, seizing and 
contracting involuntarily, fighting and screaming against the toxin. 
His heart rate picks up, jackhammers against his chest so hard Deidara 
wonders if his heart will give out entirely. He knows he’s playing with 
fire, dancing with death so intimately that one of these days it will 
take him and refuse to let go. 


It’s wondrous and glorious and so, so vile. 
“Master.” 


The moan falls from his lips without him realizing, and he pants as he 
feels those same delicate fingertips trace the line of his spine. He can’t 
see Sasori, can’t even hear him with how loudly his blood rushes 
through his ears, but he feels him, feels his touch and his presence 
around him, feels the burn of his eyes that he knows are studying him 
curiously, cruelly. 


Deidara always did like his men twisted, feral in a way that could 
consume him if he let them. He’d never allowed any man control over 
him, never given anyone the upper hand before. He’s keenly aware of 
the fact that he’d let Sasori dissect his body, turn him inside out organ 
by organ and would happily come back for more if it meant having 
those hands on him, those eyes on him. 


Sasori’s hands disappear from him and a shudder rakes its way down 
his body. His shoulders are screaming from how long his hands have 
been bound above his head, and he can taste the acrid bitter of 
Sasori’s poison seeping into the mouths on his hands. He feels those 


teeth gnash and grind together against the taste, feels the tongues 
recoil in pain at the wretched, furious sting that overcomes them. 


Sasori gives a soft hum from somewhere behind him. He feels a finger 
curiously pick at his hands, feels the smooth wood of Sasori’s skin 
force its way into the mouth on Deidara’s palm. They open for Sasori 
willingly, like they always have, and Deidara feels Sasori press his 
thumb down on the tongue there, harsh and mean. There’s more 
poison now—Sasori’s fingers taste absolutely coated with it—and the 
mouth on Deidara’s palm doesn’t even fight against it, can only suck 
helplessly at Sasori’s finger. Sasori angles his thumb, rakes his nail 
against the taste buds on Deidara’s hand hard enough to draw blood, 
and the toxin that falls into the cut feels like lava being poured 
directly into his bloodstream, red and angry and it’s fire like he’s 
never experienced before. 


Deidara moans. 


His hands gurgle helplessly, can only suck and kiss at Sasori’s fingers 
as he plays with them, taunts them. Deidara’s chest feels red with 
heat, but the pain is nothing against the ugly hurt on his wrists, where 
he can feel the poison pooling before it trickles down his arms, slow 
and violent and vindictive. 


Sasori lets the mouths on Deidara’s palms suckle helplessly on his 
fingers, forces his fingers into them so deep Deidara himself feels 
nauseous, like he’s choking, gagging on them. Sasori’s other hand 
resumes its wandering, soft, barely there touches dancing around 
Deidara’s body, leaving pain and fire and burn in their wake. 


Deidara lets his head fall back, can feel the tangle of his hair brush 
against his spine, and Sasori hums again, voice cold and empty. 


“What’s the matter?” Sasori asks, pushing his poison-soaked fingers 
deeper into Deidara’s palm, ignoring the soft gasping the mouth 
makes as he does. Deidara feels Sasori get closer to him, feels Sasori’s 
nose brush against his cheek when he laughs, malicious and cruel. 
“Isn’t this what you wanted?” 


Deidara doesn’t answer, couldn’t even if he wanted to with how lost 
he is, blissed out and hurting and solely, entirely at Sasori’s mercy. His 
mouth drops open, sucking in ragged breaths as his body contracts 
again, and he whines deep in the back of his throat, pathetic and 
needy in a way he never allows himself to be. 


Sasori pulls his fingers out of Deidara’s palms and brings his hand to 


Deidara’s face instead. His thumb pushes into Deidara’s real mouth, 
and he can taste the saliva from his hands on Sasori’s finger, can taste 
himself mixed with Sasori’s poison. He closes his lips around Sasori’s 
thumb and sucks, lets his tongue swirl the tip of Sasori’s digit, lets the 
poison there linger in his mouth and hurt. 


It’s the best pain Deidara has ever experienced, and he knows 
whatever Sasori presents to him he would take, unquestioningly, 
every time. 


He hears Sasori chuckle humorlessly, knows instinctively that Sasori is 
watching him, noting the hollow of Deidara’s cheeks as he sucks at 
Sasori’s finger, and the attention sets Deidara on fire more than the 
poison does. 


“Youre so beautiful,” Sasori says, and the tone of his voice is 
dangerous, sick and evil in a way that Deidara is utterly consumed by. 
It’s a tone Sasori uses when he’s looking at his prey, when he’s 
thinking of all the ways he can gut somebody, discarding their entrails 
and mutilating their body into his art. Deidara knows he is the only 
person who has ever heard that voice and lived, and the fact that he’s 
using that voice on Deidara, seeing Deidara as his art, causes Deidara 
to moan, loud and wanton and desperate. 


“Master, please, hmm,” Deidara gasps out around Sasori’s finger, 
though he doesn’t quite know what he’s begging for. His mind is gone, 
lost in burning agony and searing pleasure and the only thing Deidara 
knows at this point is that he wants whatever Sasori gives him, would 
let Sasori rake his naked body over hot coal if it meant keeping his 
interest, keeping those eyes on him. 


Sasori removes his hands and Deidara whines again, petulant at the 
loss. He hears Sasori tsk, feels the burn in his scalp when Sasori grabs 
him by the back of his head, yanking his neck back as he pulls 
Deidara’s hair. 


“You'll be patient and you'll take what I give you,” he hisses, voice 
soft and silky and positively demonic in Deidara’s ear. 


The burn in his already tender scalp causes tears to form in the 
corners of his eyes, and Deidara gulps, choking on the pain. 


“Y-Yes, Master,” he says, voice hoarse and broken. “I’m sorry, hmm.” 


Sasori hums, savage in how he gives another harsh pull on Deidara’s 
hair before releasing him. Deidara’s head drops forward and his 


coughs, mouth still full of the harsh bitterness of Sasori’s poison, 
stinging and burning and hurting. 


Deidara thinks if heaven does exist, then it must be this, must be the 
rush of fire licking at his body while he writhes under Sasori’s cold, 
impassive eyes. He knows his art is superior, will always be wholly 
and entirely ephemeral, transient in a way the universe is, forever 
changing and moving and ebbing, but this is an art form in and of 
itself, has to be with the thrill coursing through him, adrenaline and 
agony mixing so, so beautifully, wondrously in his body, utterly 
exposed and monstrously vulnerable. 


Deidara hears a soft shuffling behind him and he feels the cable 
around his wrists shift. The movement causes a fresh stream of poison 
to fall down his arms and it’s a whole new wave of fire, reigniting skin 
that already feels raw and scorched. It’s perfection, torturous and 
violent in its beauty. 


He feels hands settle on his waist, feels something press itself to 
Deidara’s front, and Deidara can vaguely recognize that this is not the 
body that had been touching him a moment before. It’s different, 
equally as harsh as Sasori’s body, but colder, denser. The hands travel 
up and down his frame, and Deidara doesn’t know whether he’s 
relieved or saddened to feel that these hands don’t have poison on 
them, will not burn him as he so desperately needs. 


One of those hands travels up to Deidara’s hair and pets him, soft and 
gentle, and Deidara almost chokes out a sob at the tenderness of the 
action. The other hand runs up and down Deidara’s hips, tickles his 
thigh before moving back up, exploring the dip in his waist. 


“Would you like to know what I did for you?” 


Sasori’s voice is back by his head, behind him again, and hearing that 
voice so close to his ear causes a full body shudder to ripple through 
him. The movement reignites the ache in his body and it’s so, so 
perfect. 


“Yes, Master, hmm,” Deidara says, almost sobs with how 
overwhelmed he is. His blood feels like it’s singing, fingers and hands 
and legs shaking with adrenaline, exertion, pain. 


A hand Deidara recognizes trails its way up his ribs, and he feels the 
fire that follows, knows Sasori has reapplied that poison Deidara 
craves so pathetically, and Deidara feels hollowed out and elated at 
the sensation. 


“T made something for you,” Sasori hums in his ear, and the voice is 
wicked, cruelty wrapped in silk, and Deidara thinks he could listen to 
Sasori talk for the rest of his life and be completely content. 


Sasori doesn’t wait for Deidara to reply, lets his hands trail across 
Deidara’s thighs, allows the poison to sink into the soft skin of his legs, 
and Deidara lets out a broken keen, high and sharp and powerless. 


He feels Sasori press a kiss to his throat, feels Sasori's teeth scrape 
against the sensitive skin behind his ear. “I made a new body for you,” 
Sasori murmurs, and Deidara’s head swims. 


He doesn’t fully understand, doesn’t even pretend to, and he feels the 
muscles in his legs shake, burning and angry. That presence is still in 
front of him, cold hands running up his thighs, massaging those toxins 
into his skin in a way that’s torturous, agonizing and completely 
sublime. Deidara moans again, lets his head fall forward so his 
forehead rests on the shoulder of whatever is in front of him. As he 
does, he feels his chest press up against the metal cable connected to 
his hands, and suddenly, wondrously, he understands. 


The click of the information falling into place in his head startles him, 
and he is overcome with something warm, something so achingly 
gentle and kind that his brain falters, doesn’t know how to process 
what he’s just realized, not while his body is screaming, doused in 
poison and burning alive from the inside out. 


Sasori made a new body for him. 
Sasori made a new body for him. 


Deidara knows the chord pressed against his chest, holding his wrists 
above his head, knows it intimately, painfully. He knows there is only 
one puppet in Sasori’s collection that has that cable in its stomach and 
that is Sasori himself, his ultimate, most beautiful art. If the body, the 
empty puppet, situated in front of him now is Sasori’s true body, 
glorious metal wings and wide, startling brown eyes, doused 
completely in dangerous, deadly poison, then- 


“M-Master, you-” he cuts himself off, feels a rush of ache and want so 
deep in his bones that it’s painful in a different way, a new way. He 
feels a different kind of fire, one that burns hotter, stronger than any 
toxin Sasori could put on his skin, inject into his blood, and it’s a want 
so primal, so aggressive that Deidara doesn’t know what to do with 
himself. 


“T couldn’t touch you the way you wanted in my normal body,” Sasori 
says, and he sounds almost wistful, melancholic, like he’s speaking 
moreso to himself than to Deidara. “How could I show you that you’re 
mine if I couldn’t touch you?” 


There’s an anger in his voice when he says the word mine, as if 
Deidara was an object someone could take away from him, steal from 
him. The grip on his thighs tighten painfully, will surely bruise into 
angry handprints, and Deidara thrills at the idea, could stare at the 
marks Sasori makes into his body for the rest of his life and never tire 
from seeing them, will always want more. 


Sasori made a new body for him. The thought repeats itself in Deidara’s 
mind, a constant mantra that mingles with the lava coating his skin, 
embedding itself into his soul and essence and the core of his being. 
Sasori spent his time, his time, his skills and resources on a body that 
could touch Deidara, could please him and claim him. 


It’s the closest they will ever get to a sentiment neither will ever speak 
aloud, and Deidara burns for him. 


“Master, can I-” he hesitates, swipes his tongue across his dry lips as 
he tries, desperate and pathetic, to get air into his lungs. “Master, 
please, can I see, hmm?” His voice is so broken, hoarse and dry from 
the poison Sasori had pushed into his mouth, that he had sucked 
eagerly off Sasori’s fingers, and it’s flawless, an incomparable level of 
magnificence. 


Sasori goes silent behind him, but the other body, the empty one, still 
moves, trailing soft, delicate fingers across Deidara’s hips, chest, arms. 
Each touch shoots shivers across his body, brings up goosebumps in 
his skin that are immediately swallowed by the dripping poison 
trickling down his arms, and Deidara could get lost in this, happily. 


The silence drags on for long enough that Deidara fears he’s 
overstepped, and he opens his mouth to apologize, would do anything 
if it means getting those hands back on him, hot and angry and 
doused in venom that scorches him, but before he can speak, there is a 
hand on the back of his head, and suddenly he can see. 


The room is dark, lit only by soft candles that burn gently in Deidara’s 
eyes. He blinks, lets his eyes refocus completely before he lifts his 
head, allows himself to take in a fantasy so good he’d never even 
permitted himself to dream it. 


Sasori’s original body is in front of him, eyes wide and unseeing as 


they look down on him, and the coil within his stomach curls upward, 
holding Deidara’s arms above his head, dripping poison down his 
wrists, elbows, shoulders. The metal wings extend dangerously, 
dauntingly, from Sasori’s back, sharp and glinting in the candle’s light. 
The space in his chest where his core normally resides is empty, a 
cavernous hole, and Deidara thinks he is so brutally, furiously 
beautiful. 


He turns his head, struggles to look behind him with his arms held 
over his head, but he manages, would manage anything if it meant 
seeing this, seeing Sasori. Sasori is already watching him when he 
shifts, and his eyes are piercing, analytical and inspecting as he 
watches Deidara watch him back. 


His face is the same, gorgeous smooth wood, angled nose and long 
eyelashes, an agonizing level of beauty that makes Deidara feel like 
his chest is being carved open, his heart cut in half. There are no 
metal wings extending behind him, and when Deidara drops his eyes, 
he sees no cavern in his stomach, sees only what looks like skin, 
unblemished and smooth. His core is situated in his chest, the only 
thing on his body that looks inhuman apart from the movable joints 
on his shoulders, elbows, wrists, and Deidara wants him, wants to put 
his mouth on him, wants Sasori to reach into his body and rip him 
apart before putting him back together again, piece by piece like he 
knows he could. 


Sasori’s pants hang low on his hips and Deidara can see a bulge there, 
cannot believe Sasori did this for him, created a body that could take 
him, fuck him, ruin him, and it is beyond anything he has ever 
allowed himself to imagine. 


Sasori twitches his fingers and Deidara feels the puppet in front of him 
move, feels it press its face in his neck, kissing up his throat, hand 
dragging its way across his sternum, pressing harshly into the stitches 
on his chest. Deidara moans loudly, arching into it, letting the 
poisoned cable press itself into his skin, falls deep into the searing 
burn that shoots up his body. One of the puppet’s hands reaches 
around his back, holding him while the other fingers his stitches, and 
god it burns, hot and glorious and absolutely nothing compared to the 
feeling of Sasori’s eyes on him, watching him. 


He hears Sasori fiddle with something behind him, and when he turns 
to look, Sasori is there, pressed against his back, hands dancing across 
his throat, dripping poison wherever they go. A line of it falls from 
Deidara’s throat and down his chest, settling into the stitches and 


inside the mouth there, and it’s excruciating. He screams, throws his 
head back and feels agonized with the pain, a burn so savage it claws 
at him, rips at him, ravenous and hungry. 


Sasori hums again, kisses at the side of his neck the empty puppet has 
left unattended, and this must be euphoria, must be, so brutal and 
wretched and heinous in its magnificence. It’s art, burning hot and 
angry, an ever-changing pain wrecking his body, leaving him raw and 
bruised and new. 


He’s never wanted anything so desperately in his life, wants Sasori on 
him, in him, consuming him entirely, would bare his soul to his knife 
if Sasori asked him to. He lets his head fall back onto Sasori’s 
shoulder, feels comfort in the exquisite fire that follows Sasori’s 
fingers down his side, holding him like he is fragile, beautiful. The 
puppet in front of him moves, runs a hand through his hair, pushes 
the bang away from his eye and Deidara sobs, entire body swallowed 
by flame and fury and need. 


“What do you want, Deidara?” Sasori asks, mean and monstrous and 
so very knowing. 


“You,” he gasps, whines out in a choked breath. “Master, please, 
hmm.” 


Deidara feels the dangerous, vile curve of Sasori’s grin against his 
neck, lets Sasori’s poison-covered fingers drop down to squeeze at the 
insides of his thighs. It’s a fresh, searing, tormenting kind of burn, and 
Deidara willingly spreads his legs further apart, begging, needing. 


Sasori huffs an amused breath against his neck, bites harshly into the 
junction of Deidara’s neck and shoulder as he squeezes the insides of 
his thighs, and—fuck—he doesn’t stop the moan that spills out of his 
mouth, knows his pupils are probably so blown out his eyes are closer 
to black than blue. 


He knows Sasori bit him hard enough to bleed, can feel the ravaging 
burn tear through him as the poison settles in the cut, mixes with his 
blood. The empty puppet twirls Deidara’s bangs between its fingers, 
drops kisses down Deidara’s chest, smearing the poison left there by 
the cable in its stomach, and Deidara doesn’t think there is any part of 
him left uncovered, hopes if there is that Sasori will find it, erase it, 
baptize him in it, bathe him in toxins completely until he is reborn 
anew. 


“T also made this poison for you,” Sasori says softly, and the way he 


says it is so intimate, spoken between breaths as if he were confessing 
feelings to a lover, and Deidara feels so ruined, so, so ruined. “It’s 
made to feel like fire. When it gets in your blood, it will make your 
body feel like it’s burning from the inside out.” 


Yes, Deidara thinks, and he wants to be lost in it, loves the burning 
shake of his muscles, the pitiful gags coming from the mouths in his 
hands. 


“Tt can kill you, if you let it,” Sasori adds, and the tone of his voice is 
grotesque in its normalcy, exactly how Deidara likes it, craves it. “Do 
you want it to?” 


He tries to form words, can only moan and shake and shudder at the 
hands on him, the mouths on him. He can barely form thoughts, and 
it’s made worse when Sasori presses his coated fingers directly onto 
the lips on his chest, the mouth there twitching and gurgling 
unhappily. 


“No,” Sasori sighs, and he moves away again, leaving Deidara’s back 
cold and bare. “No, not yet, not today. I’m not done with you yet.” 


Deidara barely stops himself from wailing at the loss of touch, though 

he does sob at the lashes of pain coming from his stitches, intense and 
all-consuming like nothing else. Deidara barely hears what Sasori says, 
bathes in what he can understand and rides the wave of what he can’t, 
mind too blissed out and agonized to fully listen. 


Deidara registers that Sasori speaks about him as if he is a toy, to be 
owned and played with, like his life is not his own but is instead one 
of Sasori’s whims. He doesn’t have the mental fortitude to refute it, 
not with poison in his veins, on his skin, legs spread and bruised and 
aching. 


“So beautiful,” Sasori breathes, nuzzling his face into Deidara’s hair, 
his hand coming to Deidara’s front, settling itself into the dip of his 
hips, dripping acrid poison down the front of his skin. It rushes down 
his hips, settles itself into the hair at the base of his cock, and 
Deidara’s vision goes pure white in pain. 


Another scream bursts from his lungs, hands tightening into fists as his 
body locks, seizes in agony, in absolute, mind-numbing bliss. The 
puppet in front of him, with its unseeing, impassive eyes, stares down 
at him, hands dancing their way across his thighs, and Deidara all but 
bawls when its hands wrap around his cock, stroking him. It moves 
too slowly for pleasure, but the pressure is absolutely sublime, gives 


him something to focus on that isn’t an inferno raging in his skin. 


Sasori disappears one last time, comes back and bites his way across 
Deidara’s shoulders, lets the blood and bruise mix with toxin and 
broken skin in a way that has Deidara seeing stars, explosions of 
colors erupting behind his eyelids in a way that reminds him of the 
cosmos, transient and burning hot and angry and cruel, utter 
perfection. 


Sasori’s fingers dip low now, run gently over the swell of Deidara’s 
ass, and for a brief moment Deidara’s brain becomes crystal clear, 
alert with a petrifying fear that Sasori will fuck him with this poison, 
and that would be a pain he isn’t ready for, can’t handle, can’t live 
through. 


He must make a noise, a whimper of fear that has Sasori’s head 
perking up, and Sasori pauses for a moment, shushes him. 


“Don’t worry, my doll,” Sasori says, breathes into his raw, aching 
neck, and that name sets Deidara alight all over again, causes a burst 
of want to shoot through his veins, settling down into his soul. 


How monstrous, how grotesque he is, to want to be owned by 
someone like this; how perfectly crafted, splendidly made must he be 
to have Sasori’s attention in return. 


Sasori allows his fingers to continue, moves them down and massages 
his index finger against Deidara’s entrance, slow and methodical, and 
this is a different kind of torture, one where Deidara feels lost in the 
not-enough, constantly needingwantingcraving more. Sasori’s original 
body in front of him continues its painfully agonizing movements, 
stroking him leisurely, unhurriedly, and Deidara feels himself fall 
apart in a completely new way. 


He’s vaguely aware that he’s begging, babbling nonsense that not even 
he can decipher, but it serves enough to amuse Sasori, placating his 
usual impatient temper, and without warning, Sasori sinks a finger 
into him. Beyond the pleasure, Deidara braces for the pain, the 
onslaught of suffering he knows always accompanies Sasori’s poisons, 
but it doesn’t come. He feels the sting and fire all over his body, in his 
veins, between his thighs, down his arms and in his mouths, but he 
does not feel it inside him. Instead of burning, scorching pain, there is 
a soft warmth, pleasant and achingly tender, and the shock of the 
sensation sends a sob racking through his chest, eyes squeezing shut as 
he moans, loud. 


Sasori moves slowly, deliberately, fingers practiced and dexterous in a 
way only his master could be, and it takes Deidara apart completely. 
Deidara feels wrecked already, shaking in every part of his body, and 
he knows he must look like a mess, hair catching in the pools of sweat 
on his face, the toxins on his skin, flushed a deep red with drool 
running down his lips, his chin. 


His mind is split every which way, unable to focus between the 
barrage of feeling—skin still burning, blood sweltering inside his body 
in complete opposition to the glacially slow hands on his cock, the 
probing finger in his ass. 


Sasori adds a second finger and Deidara shudders at the stretch, 
knows he’s moaning Sasori’s name in a way that must be pathetic, 
desperate, wanton. Deidara is aware, though, that that is exactly what 
a man like Sasori craves, yearns for; he needs the power, to be in 
complete and absolute control, to see how his fingers can 
methodically reduce Deidara down to nothing but undecipherable 
babble, begging and whining in a way he’d never do for anyone else, 
not even if his life depended on it. 


Right now, cock straining painfully, covered head to toe in a 
dizzyingly painful concoction of Sasori’s making, Deidara is more than 
willing to givegivegive if it means Sasori will destroy him, pull him 
apart limb from limb, utterly ravaged before Sasori puts him back 
together again, deliberately, laboriously, reverently. 


When Sasori pushes the third finger into him, Deidara feels himself 
fall forward, unable to hold himself up. The puppet in front of him 
catches him easily, lets him rest heavily against the cable and its 
shoulder, and he moans into its neck, pulls helplessly against the 
bindings on his wrist that do not ease, do not let him go. Sasori 
presses himself against Deidara’s back, cocoons him between his two 
bodies, and Deidara was never much of a religious man, but, surely, 
this must be heaven, must be a nirvana only for the wicked, the 
damned, for them. 


Sasori presses kisses between Deidara’s shoulder blades as he works 
him open, continues to bite him painfully on his shoulders and arms, 
nicking fresh wounds into his skin for the poison to settle into. It’s 
fire, blazing and burning and swallowing him whole, and he is 
absolutely delirious with it. 


Sasori gives a particularly harsh twist to his wrist, drilling his fingers 
into Deidara so viciously that Deidara is blinded by it, but the 


movement presses Sasori’s fingers directly into Deidara’s prostate and 
it’s earth shattering, soul breaking. 


Deidara’s body gives a savage twitch, and he feels Sasori smirk into 
his shoulder, satisfied and atrocious. 


The fingers slip from inside him and Deidara is left empty, wanting. 
This time, he does not stop the wail that leaves his throat, ripping its 
way out of his lungs. Sasori shushes him, settles his hands on 
Deidara’s waist and squeezes just this side of painful, fully intent on 
leaving bruises in his soft skin. 


“Beg,” he orders, and Deidara can clearly hear the malicious, 
barbarous sneer in his voice. 


“Master.” It falls from his lips easily, without thinking. Deidara is in no 
position to disobey, would give Sasori every shred of his body and 
blood and soul if asked, would burn the world to the ground if it 
meant pleasing him. “Master, please, hmm.” 


“Please what?” 


The grip on his cock goes from soft and reverent to painful and mean, 
vicelike and harsh, and it takes a significant amount of effort for 
Deidara to focus enough to make distinguishable words, forces himself 
to use the entirety of his consciousness to not babble nonsense. 


“Master, please, please, I need you in me, need you to fuck me, please, 
want to feel you in me-” 


His voice cuts out into a garbled moan as Sasori pushes into him, 
stretches him painfully, gloriously. His mouth drops open and he’s lost 
in the delirium, fire and stretch blending with the forceful grips on his 
body, and it’s euphoria. 


Sasori presses his hand to Deidara’s chest, pulls him up so his back is 
flush against Sasori’s chest, and Deidara can feel his fingers twitch, 
watches with blurry eyes as the puppet in front of him runs its hand 
along the poison on the cable before pressing into his mouth, pushing 
down on his tongue. 


His body is shaking and he is held up solely by the cable around his 
wrists and Sasori’s hand on his chest. He feels boneless, covered in 
blood and bruises and poison and pain, and when Sasori starts to 
move inside him, Deidara’s mind stops working. It’s almost a relief to 
him, to let go so completely, to know Sasori will handle him, pull him 


apart and keep him together in just the right way, knows his master 
will tug the strings of his body so, so perfectly before bringing him 
back to himself. 


He screams, moans against the puppet’s fingers in his mouth, swallows 
the poison sitting on those fingertips and feels the furious scorch of it 
travel down his throat. He’s beyond incoherent, can only sob under 
Sasori’s hands, full in a way he’s never experienced before, body a 
livewire of nerves and sensations. He feels tears fall from his eyes, 
feels drunk on pleasure and pain, intoxicated and electrified anywhere 
Sasori touches him. 


The hand still on his cock moves faster, rubs him quick and dry, and 
Deidara is beginning to think he’s so lost he can hear colors, like he’s 
existing outside his own body, somewhere outside this plane of 
existence. The fingers in his mouth push down against his tongue, 
forcing him to taste that bitter, malicious taste of poison. Sasori keeps 
holding him up with the hand on his chest, fucks up into him so hard 
Deidara knows he’ll feel him for days after, and the thought sends a 
sick, deranged pleasure through him, satisfied and content in the 
knowledge that Sasori wants him to feel sore, that his master wants his 
body to remember this, to crave it. 


Deidara can feel his vision tunneling, can’t stop the swoop in his 
stomach or the tension building in his groin, and he wails, begs Sasori 
to let him come, knows better than to finish without his permission, 
but he is so close, so pitifully, desperately close. 


Sasori doesn’t respond immediately, continues his merciless pace, cock 
pressing into Deidara’s prostate with every thrust in a way that 
threatens to break him, to pull his mind from his body and mangle 
him entirely. 


The mouths on his palms gurgle helplessly against the poison still 
dripping into them. He feels the tears streaming down his face, knows 
he’s likely screaming but can’t hear anything over the blood pounding 
in his ears. His skin hurts everywhere, burns especially hot under 
Sasori’s hands on him, in his mouth and on his chest, bruising and 
possessive and mean. 


His orgasm races through his body and he begs, repeats Sasori’s name 
like a prayer, knowing he can’t stop himself from coming anymore 
than he can stop this sick, twisted fascination with his master. Sasori’s 
grip gets tighter on his waist, fingers in his mouth push themselves 
deeper against his tongue, and Deidara is lost. 


“Come, doll.” Sasori growls that command into his ear and he breaks, 
sobs out a scream so loud he feels his throat go dry, voice cracking 
and vision tunneling into nothing but pure white. His ears ring, 
deafening, as his orgasm rips through him, shatters him completely, 
inhumanely. 


Sasori fucks him through it, slows only when he feels the twitching in 
Deidara’s body become violent, hypersensitive and blistering with 
heat. Deidara makes a high-pitched keening noise in his throat, the 
aftereffects of his orgasm still rolling through him when Sasori slips 
out of him, achingly gentle. 


He feels dizzy, vision not yet fully returned when the cables release 
his wrists. His arms drop, shoulders screaming in pain from how long 
they were held in that position, and Deidara feels himself being picked 
up and carried. His body feels weightless, battered and sated, and he 
almost cries in relief when Sasori lays him down on the bed. 


He moans, hands feebly reaching out for any part of Sasori that he can 
touch, but Sasori shushes him, slips out of reach in a way that causes 
Deidara to whine, anguished. He hears Sasori snort and his body gives 
a jolt when he feels the soft rag against his skin. 


“T’m here,” Sasori says, and that voice is soft and smooth, more 
comforting than the fabric brushing its way down his arms, his 
shoulders. “You were so good, Deidara, so obedient for me.” 


Deidara lets his eyes fall shut, gives a broken hum in reply, content to 
have pleased his master. Sasori wipes down his body, so tenderly 
Deidara’s heart aches from it, removes the poison coating his skin, the 
blood dripping from his cuts. He takes Deidara’s hands, gently opens 
the mouths there, and in a move so painfully, heart-wrenchingly kind, 
he drips water into them, softly flushes the poison from the tongues, 
massages them until they are clean, even lets them kiss at his fingers, 
enamored with him in the same sick, demented way Deidara is. 


He’d never let another person touch the mouths on his palms before, 
would never give another that power. Those mouths give Deidara his 
ability to make art, are the reason he was sought out by the Akatsuki 
in the first place, and exposing them is tantamount to exposing his 
stomach and entrails and heart, something a shinobi never, never 
does. 


Deidara knows within the deepest parts of his body that he would let 
Sasori touch any part of him that he pleases, no questions asked. 


When Sasori is finished cleaning him, mopping up the toxins and the 
blood and the semen, he sets aside the rag and grabs a syringe. 
Deidara winces against the pinch Sasori gives to his skin, whines and 
tries to wiggle away despite the heaviness of his limbs, but Sasori 
holds him steady, voice still equally soft and calm. 


“Tt’s the antidote,” he murmurs, and Deidara settles long enough for 
Sasori to inject it. The relief is immediate, like a balm soothing its way 
through Deidara’s veins, his muscles relaxing, skin no longer feeling 
like he’s being flayed alive. 


Deidara’s hands and arms still tremble from exertion, and when Sasori 
slips into the bed with him, he curls into his side, too blissed out and 
lost to feel humiliated by the action. Sasori doesn’t comment on it, lets 
Deidara curl into his chest in a way he’d never been allowed to before, 
and Sasori runs his hands down Deidara’s arm, massaging the muscles 
there. It’s painfully, soul-shatteringly tender, out of place against 
Sasori’s usually cruel demeanor, but Deidara chases it, sinks his teeth 
into that intimacy and doesn’t let go, attaching himself to Sasori’s 
side, twining their legs together. 


Sasori lets him do as he pleases, sprinkles rare praise into his hair. It’s 
the most gentle Sasori has ever been with him, and Deidara vaguely 
wonders what he must look like for Sasori to be so lenient. 


“Yowre mine.” 


Sasori whispers it into the crown of his head, and Deidara knows a 
warning when he hears one, especially when it comes from his 
master’s mouth. He knows it’s not an endearment, takes it as one 
anyway. It’s not a term of affection, but a brand, the metaphorical 
equivalent to Sasori’s scorpion insignia burned into his skin. 


Deidara doesn’t say anything, nuzzles into Sasori’s neck instead, and 
he lets his hand fall over the core on Sasori’s chest, knows it’s the only 
reply that carries the same amount of weight as Sasori’s ownership. 


The fact that Sasori lets him, curls his fingers around Deidara’s hand 
and holds it there, tells him that he’s not the only one branded, 
claimed. 


End Notes 
:) 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you 
enjoyed their work! 


